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ARTHUR RIMBAUD 

LETTRE DU VOYANT 

& OTHER WRITINGS 





Long ago, if I remember well, my life was a feast 
where all hearts were open, where all wines flowed. 




Arthur Rimbaud, December 1871 



Lettre du Voyant 

& Other Writings 


Translated and edited by J.J. Loe 



PROLOGUE - 


1 did not know him, but I saw him once, at one of those 
literary banquets, arranged in haste, towards the end of 
the War - the Dinner of Naughty Good-fellows - named 
by an antithesis, and made famous by the painting and by 
Verlaine ’s description of Rimbaud in Les Poetes Maudits. 
‘‘He was tall, well built, almost athletic, with the perfectly 
oval face of an exiled angel, with disorderly hair and pale 
blue eyes which were disturbing. ” There was a mysterious 
something about him either proudly or meanly flaunted, 
that recalled a daughter of the people, with a 
laundrywoman appearance, because of his enormous 
hands, reddened with chilblains that result from rapid 
changes in temperature, which may have indicated even 
more terrible jobs, since they belonged to a boy. 1 later 
learned that they had signed some beautiful poems, 
unpublished... 


Stephane Mallarme 
April, 1896 




To Paul Demeny 

At Douai. 


Charleville, 15th May, 1871. 

I've decided to give you an hour’s worth of modem literature. 1 
begin at once with a contemporary psalm: 

PARISIAN WAR SONG 

Spring is at hand, for lo, 

Within the city’s garden plots 

The government’s harvest is starting to grow - 

But the gardeners call the shots! 

O May! What bare-assed ecstasy! 

Sevres, Meudon, Bagneux, Asnieres, 

Hear our Farmer-Generals, busy 
Planting in the empty air! 

Guns and sabers glitter in parade, 

Bright-mouthed weapons pointing straight ahead - 
It’s a treat for them to stomp their feet 
In the mud of a river running red! 

Never, never now will we retreat 
From our barricades, our piles of stone; 

Beneath their clubs our blond skulls crack 
In a dawn that was meant for us alone. 

Like Eros, politicians hover overhead, 

Their shadows withering the flowers; 

Their bombs and flames paint our garden red: 

Their bug-faced forces trample ours. . . 

They are all great friends of the Grand True! 

Their chief in his gladiolus bed holds back 
His tears, puts on a sorrowful look, 

Sniffs smoke-filled air, and winks. 

The city’s paving stones are hot 
In spite of the gasoline you shower, 

And absolutely, now, right now, we’ve got 
To find a way to break your power! 

Bourgeois, bug-eyed on their balconies. 

Shaking at the sound of breaking glass, 

Can hear trees falling on the boulevards 
And, far off, a shivering scarlet clash. 



Here is some prose about the future of poetry: 


All ancient poetry culminated with the Greeks. Harmonious life. 
From Greece down to the romantic movement - the Middle Ages - 
there are men of letters and versifiers. From Ennius to Theroldus, 
from Theroldus to Casimir Delavigne, all is rhymed prose, a game, 
the stupidity and glory of endless idiotic generations. Racine alone 
is pure, strong, and great. But if his rhymes had been twisted, his 
hemstitches mixed up, the Divine Fool would have been as 
u nk nown today as the latest-come author of Origins. - After 
Racine the game gets moldy. It has lasted for two thousand years! 

No joke, and no paradox. My reason inspires me more certainly 
on this subject than a young radical has fits of rage. And besides, 
newcomers can swear at their ancestors: it is their house and 
they’ve got all the time in the world. 

Romanticism has never been fairly judged. Who is to judged it? 
The critics!! The romantics? - They prove very well that the song 
is rarely the work, or understood thought, of the singer. 

For / is an other. If brass wakes up a bugle, it is not its fault. 
That is obvious to me. 1 witness the unfolding of my thought: 1 
watch it, 1 listen to it. 1 draw a bow across a string: a symphony 
stirs in the depths, or leaps upon the stage. 

If the old fools had not found only the false meaning of Ego 
we would not now be having to sweep away these millions of 
skeletons which, for ages, have been piling up the fruits of their 
one-eyed intellects, proclaiming themselves to be the authors! 

In Greece, as 1 said, words and music gave a rhythm to Action. 
Afterward, music and rhymes became a game, a pastime. The 
study of this past charms the curious: many people delight in 
reworking these antiquities: - that is their business. Universal 
intelligence has always cast off its ideas naturally; men picked up 
these fruits of the mind: they acted upon them, they wrote books 
about them: so was the way things went on, man did not develop 



himself, not yet awake, or not yet aware of the great dream. Pen- 
pushers, these writers: the author, the creator, the poet, that man 
has never existed! 

The first task of a man who wants to be a poet is to study his 
own self-awareness, in its entirety; he seeks out his soul, he 
inspects it, he tests it, he learns it. As soon as he knows it, he must 
cultivate it. That seems simple: in every mind a natural 
development takes place; so many so-called egoists proclaim 
themselves authors; there are many others who even attribute their 
intellectual progress to themselves! - But the problem is to make 
the soul monstrous: after the fashion of the comprachicos*, if you 
like! Imagine a man planting and cultivating warts on his face. 

1 say that one must be a Seer , make oneself a Visionary. 

The Poet makes himself a seer by a long, prodigious, and 
rational disorganization of all the senses. All the forms of love, of 
suffering, of madness; he searches himself, he exhausts all the 
poisons in him, keeping only their quintessences. Unspeakable 
torment where he needs the greatest faith, a superhuman strength, 
where be becomes, above all others, the great invalid, the great 
criminal, the great accursed, - and the Supreme Scientist! - For he 
arrives at the unknown ! Because he has cultivated his soul, already 
rich, more than anyone else! He attains the unknown, and if, 
demented, he ends up by losing the meaning of his visions, he will 
at least have seen them! So what if he is destroyed in his flight 
through the unheard-of and unnameable things: other horrible 
workers will come; they will begin at the horizons where the other 
has fallen! 


To be continued in six minutes 



I interrupt my discourse with another psalm: be so kind as to 
lend a friendly ear to it, - and everybody will be delighted. - Bow 
in hand, 1 begin: 


MY LITTLE LOVELIES 

A tearful tincture washes 
Cabbage-green skies; 

Beneath your dribbling bushes 
Your raincoats lie; 

Pale white in secret moonlight, 

Like round-eyed sores. 

Flap your scabby thighs apart, 

My ugly whores! 

We loved each other in those days, 
Ugly blue whore! 

We ate boiled eggs 
And weed. 

One night you made me a poet, 

Ugly blonde whore. 

Get between my legs, 

I’ll whip you. 


There. And please note that, if 1 were not afraid of making you 
spend more than sixty centimes on postage, - I, a poor pauper who, 
for seven months, haven't had a single bronze cent! - I would also 
send you my ‘Amant de Paris,’ a hundred hexameters, Sir, and my 
‘Mort de Paris,’ two hundred hexameters! 


Here we go again: 

The poet, therefore, is truly the thief of fire. 

He is responsible for humanity, for animals even; he will have 
to make sure his visions can be smelled, fondled, listened to; if 
what he brings back from beyond has form, he gives it form; if it 
has none, he gives it none. A language must be found; besides, all 
speech being idea, the time for a universal language will come! 
One has to be an Academician, - deader than a fossil - to compile a 



dictionary in any language. Weak-minded people who begin to 
think about the first letter of the alphabet would quickly go mad! 


This language will be of the soul and for the soul, it will 
include everything: perfumes, sounds, colors, thought grappling 
with thought. The poet would define the quantity of unknown 
arising in his time awakening in the universal soul; he would give 
more than the formulation of his thought, than the record of his 
path toward Progress ! Enormity becoming the norm, absorbed by 
everything, he would really be a multiplier of progress! 

This future will be materialist, as you see; - Always full of 
Number and Harmony, these poems will be made to last. - 
Essentially, it would be again Greek poetry, in a way. 

This eternal art will be functional, since the poets are citizens. 
Poetry will no longer give rhythm to action; it will be in advance of 
it. 


And these poets will be! When the eternal servitude of woman 
is broken, when she lives for herself and through herself, when 
man, - hitherto abominable, - having given her her freedom, she 
too will be a poet! Woman herself will discover the unknown! 
Will her worlds of ideas differ from ours? - She will find strange, 
unfathomable, repulsive, delicious things; we will accept them, we 
will understand them. 

Meanwhile, let us ask the poet for the something new, - ideas 
and forms. All the clever ones would soon believe that they have 
answered this demand: - But that’s not it! 

The first Romantics were seers without quite realizing it: the 
cultivation of their souls began accidentally: abandoned 
locomotives, still running down the rails. - Lamartine is some- 
times a seer, but strangled by the old forms. Hugo, too pig-headed, 
has really had some vision in his latest works: Les Miser ables is a 
real poem. 1 have Les Chatiments at hand; Stella gives some 



measure of Hugo's vision. Too much Belmontet and Lamennais, 
Jehovahs and columns, old worn-out enormities. 

Musset is fourteen times abominable for this suffering 
generation carried away by visions - to whom his angelic laziness 
has insulted! O! those insipid tales and proverbs! O his Nuitsl His 
Rolla, His Namouna, His Chalice ! It’s all so French, that is to say: 
hateful to the highest degree; French, but not Parisian! Another 
work of the evil genius that inspired Rabelais, Voltaire, Jean La 
Fontaine! and the commentaries given by M. Taine! 

Vernal is Musset's wit! Charming, his love! There it is, painted 
on enamel, real solid poetry! French poetry will be enjoyed for a 
long time, but only in France. Every grocer's boy can reel off a 
Rolla, every seminarian has his five hundred rhymes hidden away 
in a secret notebook. At age fifteen, these outbursts of passion send 
boys to rutting, at sixteen they can recite them with heart, at 
eighteen, at seventeen even, every schoolboy who can write a 
Rolla, writes a Rolla! Perhaps some still die of it. Musset could not 
do anything worthwhile; there were visions behind the lace 
curtains: but he closed his eyes. French, sloppy, dragged from bar- 
room to schoolroom, the beautiful corpse is dead, and for now on, 
let us not even bother to awaken it with our cries! 

The second Romantics are very Visionary. Theophile Gautier, 
Leconte de Lisle, Theodore de Banville. But to examine the 
invisible and hear the unheard-of is quite different from reviving 
the spirit of dead things, so Baudelaire is the first Seer, king of 
poets, a real God. But he lived in a too artistic a mileu; and his 
form which is so praised is stingy. The inventions of the unknown 
demand new forms. 

Stuck in the old forms, among the idiots, A. Renaud - has done 
his Rolla - L. Grandet - has done his Rolla; the Gauls and the 
Mussets, Popelin, Soulary, Salles; the schoolboys, Marc, Aicard, 
Theuriet; the dead and the imbeciles: Autran, Barbier, L. Pichat, 
Lemoyne, the Deschamps, the Desessarts; the journalists, L. Cladel 



Robert Luzarches, X. de Ricard; the fantasists, C. Mendes; the 
bohemians; the women; the talents, Leon Dierx, Sully- 
Prudhomme, Coppee. The new school, called Parnassian, has two 
visionaries: Albert Merat and Paul Verlaine, a real poet. 


So there you are. - 1 am working to make myself a Seer. Let 
us close with a pious hymn: 

SQUATTINGS 

Later, when he feels his stomach upset. 

Brother Milotus, with a glance at the skylight 
Where the sun, bright as a new-polished pot, 

Gives him a headache and dazzles his eyesight, 

Beneath his bedclothes moves his priestly gut. 

He flaps about beneath his graying sheets 
And then gets up and gropes to find his basin, 

Scared as an old man who’s swallowed his teeth, 

Because he has his thick nightshirt to fasten 
Around his gut before he can proceed! 

He shivers and squats, with his toes tucked up 
Beneath him, shaking in sunshine that smears cracker- 
Yellow on windowpanes papered at the top; 

The old man’s nose - it glows like scarlet lacquer - 
Sniffs the sunshine, like some fleshy polyp. 

The old man stews by the fire, dribbling lip 
Over his stomach; his thighs slip, then settle; 

He feels his scorched britches, his dying pipe; 

Something that was once a bird burbles a little 
In a stomach soft as a heap of tripe. 

A tangle of banged up furniture, deep 
In greasy rags, bulging like filthy bellies; 

Fantastic stools like clumsy toads are heaped 
In corners: sideboards have singer’s gullets 
Gaping with horrid appetite for sleep. 

A sickening heat stifles the narrow room; 

The old man’s brain is stuffed with scraps from junk heaps. 

He hears hairs growing deep in his damp skin, 

And sometimes burps, and rather gravely hiccups, 

And jolts the shaky stool he squats upon. . . 



And at night the brightness of the moonlight. 
Dribbling on the curves of his ass, discloses 
A dark shadow that falls across a bright 
Pink snowdrift, pink as blushing summer roses. . . 
An odd nose traces Venus through the night. 


You would be a bastard not to answer; quickly for in a week 
I’ll be in Paris - perhaps. 

Goodbye. A. Rimbaud. 



THE DRUNKEN BOAT - 


As I drifted down impassive waters 
I felt myself no longer guided by the hauler’s ropes: 
Howling redskins had taken them as targets 
and nailed them naked to colored posts. 

1 cared nothing for the crews, 
their cargos of English cotton or Flemish wheat. 
When the haulers could no longer guide me, 
the waters took me wherever 1 pleased. 

Through the wilds of the tides 
last winter, dumber than a child, 

1 ran! - And the unmoored Peninsulas had never 
seen such a triumphant commotion! 

A storm blessed my sea-borne awakening. 

Lighter than a cork 1 danced upon its currents, 
those that men call rollers of the dead. For ten nights 
1 never missed loosing sight of the harbor-lights. 

Sweeter than sour apples to children 
green water penetrated my pinewood hull, 
washed clean the wine -stains and the vomit, 
and carried away both my rudder and my anchor. 

And so, 1 bathed in the Poem of the Sea, 
infused with stars churning into milk, 
devouring the green azures; a wonderful flotsam, 
with studious drowning men drifting by. 

When suddenly, coloring all the blue, 

the slow delirious rhythms of the day, there came 

stronger than alcohol, greater even than music: 

The boiling bitter redness of Love. 



I saw the sky bursting open with lightning, 
known its waterspouts, its undertow and currents. 

And 1 know the evening and the dawn rising like doves. 
And 1 have seen what men only thought they saw. 

I’ve seen the low sun stained with mystical horrors 
shining on long violet coagulations. 

With a shutter the rolling waves fall 
like actors in ancient forgotten dramas. 

I dreamt of green night and dazzling snows, 
slow kisses rising in the eyes of the Sea, 
the circulation of undreamed-of saps yellow and blue 
awakening upon a phosphorescent melody! 

For months I witnessed the surge of the sea 
attacking the reef like a herd of beasts. 

Never thinking the luminous feet of Mary 

could put a muzzle on the brutish force of the waves. 

I’ve encountered, you realize, incredible Floridas, 
flowers commingling the eyes of panthers 
with the skin of men! Rainbows bridling 
blind flocks beneath the horizon! 

I’ve seen seething swamps, and snares, 
where a Leviathan rots in the reeds. 

Waters falling in the midst of serenity 
and distances that cataract down in the deep. 

Glaciers, silver suns, pearly waves, fiery skies! 

Hideous wrecks in the depths of brown gulfs 
where giant snakes devoured by vermin 
fall from gnarled trees black and stank! 



I would love to show the children those fishes 
shining in the blue waves, golden singing fish - 
Flowery foams cradled my drifting, 
at times ineffable winds lent me their wings. 

At times the sea, that weary martyr of poles 
and zones, whose sobs sweetened my rolling, 
would raised up to me its shady blooms, its yellow bells - 
Then, 1 remained like a woman on bended knees. 

All but an island, 1 tossed on my beaches the quarrels 
and droppings of clamoring blond-eyed birds. 

1 sailed, while through my frail rigging 

the drowned rose & fell back again, descending into sleep 

But now 1, a boat lost beneath locks of hair, 
am hurled by the storm into the birdless ether; 
all the Monitors and Merchant ships 
couldn’t fish up my body drunk with the sea. 

Free, smoking, risen from violet fogs, 

1 tore through the wall of reddening sky 
wet with the jam of a poet’s inspiration, 
sunny lichens and azured snots; 

1 ran stained with electric animals, 
my planking warped, escorted by black sea-horses, 
when hot July was collapsing under hammers 
beating fiery funnels from the ultramarine; 

1 trembled to feel fifty leagues away 

the moans of rutting behemoths, Maelstroms 

eternally spinning a stagnant blue. 

I long for Europe and its ancient walls! 



I have seen archipelagos of stars! And islands 
whose delirious skies lie open to the sailor! 

Is it in these fathomless nights that you sleep 
O million golden birds? O future strength? 

I’ve wept too much! The dawns are so heartbreaking. 
Every moon is cruel, every sun bitter: 

Sour love has swelled me with drunken languor. 

Let my keel break! Let me sink back into the sea! 

If 1 long for a shore in Europe 
it is a cool, dark pond at balmy twilight 
where a child kneels full of sadness 
launching a fragile boat frail as a May butterfly. 

No longer, O waves, can I bathe in your languor, 
clear the wake of cotton freighters, 
nor assault the pride of flags and pennants, 
nor swim under the horrible barges eyes. 



VAGABONDS - 


Pitiful brother! What atrocious vigils 1 owe to him! 

"1 did not seize ardently on this enterprise. 

I had trifled with his infirmity. 

Through my own fault we would have returned to exile 
and to slavery". 

He credited me unlucky and very strangely innocent, 
but for disturbing reasons. 

I responded to this Satanic doctor with sneers, 
and ended up earning the window. 

Beyond the countryside traversed by bands of rare music, 
1 created the ghosts of future nocturnal luxury. 

After this vaguely hygienic distraction, 

1 spread myself on a straw mattress. 

And, almost every night, as soon as 1 was asleep, 
the poor brother would rise, with rotten mouth, 
and eyes pulled out, - such as he dreamed himself! - 
and drag me across the room 
while howling his dream of idiot sorrow. 

1 had in fact, in all sincerity of spirit, pledged myself 
to restore him to his primitive state as child of the sun, - 
and so we wandered, nourished on the wine of the caves 
and the biscuit of the road, 

myself impatient to find the place and the formula. 
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VOWELS - 


Black A, white E, red 1, green U, blue O - vowels. 
Some day 1 will open your silent pregnancies: 

A, black belt, hairy with bristling flies, 

Buzzing over stinking cruelties, 

Pits of night; E, candor of vapors and pavilions, 

Proud glacial spears, white kings, trembling bouquets; 
1, bloody spittle; laughter of pretty lips 
Wild with anger or drunken denial; 

U - tides, divine resonance of viridian seas, 

Peace of pastures animal-grazed, peace of furrows 
Drawn on foreheads printed with heavy alchemies; 

O, Supreme Trumpet, bursting with strange stridencies, 
Silences traced in angels and worldly designs: 

O - Omega; the violet shine of Elis Eyes! 


‘THE SUN HAS WEPT ROSE’ - 

The sun has wept rose in the depths of your ears, 

The world has rolled white from your back, your thighs; 
The sea has stained rust the crimson of your breasts, 
And Man has bled black at your sovereign side. 



AFTER THE DELUGE - 


As soon as the idea of the Flood had settled, 

A hare stopped in the clover and swaying bells, 
and said his prayer to the rainbow 

through a spider’s web. 

Oh! the precious stones lain hidden, - the flowers have already 
began to search them out! 

On the dirty boulevard, shops were set up, and they drew 
small boats towards the sea 
staged high up as on engravings. 

Blood flowed at Blue-Beard’s, - through slaughterhouses, 
- into circuses, 

where the stamp of God pales the windows. 

Blood and milk ran. 

Beavers built. Coffee steamed in small cafes. 

In the Mansion with rain-streaked windows, where the children 
in mourning sat looking at picture-books. 

A door banged - and in the village square a child waved his arms 
and was understood 

by weather-vanes and steeple-cocks everywhere under bright and 
sunny showers. 

Madam *** installed a piano in the Alps. 

Mass and first communions were celebrated at the hundred- 
thousand altars of her cathedral. 



Caravans set out. And the ‘Splendid Hotel’ was built in the chaos 
of ice and polar night. 

Ever since, the moon has heard jackals chirping in the deserts 
of thyme, - and pastoral poems with hoofs grumbling 
in the orchard. 

Then, within a budding violet grove, Eucharis told me it was 
spring. 

Rise-up! pond!. - Foam, and flood out over the bridge and over the 
woods. - Black veils and organs, flashes of lightning and thunder, 

- rise and run. - 

Rivers and sorrows! - rise and bring the Floods again. 

Because since they’ve receded, 

- oh, the jewells burying themselves, the flowers wide open! - 
It’s such a bore! 

And the Queen, that Sorceress who lights her embers 
in the Earthen pot, 

will never consent to tell us what she knows, and 
what we just ignore. 



ANTIQUE 


Gracious son of Pan! 

Around your face crowns tiny flowers and berries, 

Your eyes, those precious jewels, stir. 

Spotted brown with dregs, your cheeks grow hollow. 

Your fangs shine. 

Your chest’s like a zither, tinklings circulate in your blond arms. 
Your heart beats in that belly where sleeps the double sex. 

Walk at night while gently driving this thigh, 
this second thigh and this leg 
. . .the left. 


MARINE - 

Chariots of silver and of copper - 
Prows of steel and of silver - 
Beat the foam, - 

Tear up the stumps and brambles. 

The currents of the fields. 

And the great ruts of the ebb-tide, 

Flow spiraling towards the east, 

Towards the pillars of the forest, - 
Towards the pilings of the quay, - 
Where angles of hurling light collide. 



All the monstrosities violate the atrocious gestures of Hortense. 

Its loneliness is erotic mechanics, its lassitude, an amorous 
dynamic. 

Under the watch of children, it was, for ages, the ardent hygiene of 
the races. 

Its door is opened with misery. 

There, the morality of being dissolves in its passion, its act. 

- O terrible shudder of novice loves 
on the bleeding ground in hydrogen clarity! 

Seek out Hortense. 


MYSTIC - 

On the bank of the slope, the angels turn their fleeced robes 
in pastures of steel and emerald. 

Meadows of flames frolic to the hilltop. 

To the left, the compost is trampled by all the homicides 
and all the battles, and all the disastrous noises spin their arc. 
Behind the right-hand ridge, the orient way and progress. 

And while the band high above this scene is culled from the 
humming turn and frolic of sea conches and human nights, 

A flowering softness of stars and sky and the rest descends 
in front of the slope, 

like a basket spilling out in our face, 
making the abyss fragrant and blue beneath. 



RUTS- 


On the right the summer dawn stirs the leaves and mists and 
the noises in this corner of the park, while the slopes to the left 
hold in their violet shade a thousand swift ruts in the muddy road. 

Parade of enchantments! 

This is how it was: 

Chariots carrying animals of gilded wood, poles and motley 
canvases, at full gallop, twenty spotted circus horses, 
children and men on the most remarkable beasts. 

Twenty carriages, decked out with banners and flowers 

like the coaches of old fairy tales, 

full of children attired for a suburban pastoral. 

Even coffin s under their dark canopies lift up their ebony plumes, 
and hurry by to the trot of great blue-black mares. 


WINTER FESTIVAL - 

The waterfall chimes behind the huts of comic-opera. 

Wheeling fireworks reverberate through the orchards 
and the paths down by the Meander river, - the greens 
and the reds of the setting sun. 

Elorace Nymphs with First Empire hairstyles, - 
Siberian round-dances, 
and Chinese ladies a’la Boucher. 



ROYALTY - 


One fine morning, amongst a people strong and kind, 
a man and a woman shouted in the public square: 

“My friends, 1 want her to be queen!” - “1 want to be queen!” 

She laughed and trembled. 

He spoke with his friends of revelation, of ordeals defeated. 
They swooned the one against other one. 

Indeed they were kings for one entire morning 
where the scarlet streamers were raised on the houses, 
and all afternoon long, as they advanced 
in the direction of palm-tree gardens. 


WAR- 

As a child, certain skies refined my view: all its characters 
nuanced my own physiognomy. 

The Phenomena themselves were moved. 

- At present, the eternal inflections of moments and the infinity of 
mathematics hunt me 

through this world where 1 suffer all the civil successes, respected 
by strange children and enormous affections. 

- 1 dream of a War of justice or strength, 
of logic well unforeseen. 

It’s as simple as a musical phrase. 



BOTTOM - 


Reality being too thorny for my grand character, - 
I was nevertheless at my lady’s, 
a giant gray-blue bird spinning towards the moldings 
of the ceiling, trailing a wing in the shadows of the evening. 

1 was, at the foot of the bed-post supporting her adored jewels, her 
delicious physique, 

a great bear with the violet gums and hoary hair of sorrow, eyeing 
the crystals and the silver in the drawers. 

All was made shadow and aquarium bright. 

In the morning - that terrible June dawn, - 1 ran to the fields 
like an ass, braying 

and brandishing my grievance, until the Sabine women from 
the suburbs came and tore at my breast. 


ANGUISH - 

Is it possible that She will have me forgiven for my persistently 
crushed ambitions, 

- Can a wealthy end make up for the ages of destitution? 

- Can a day of success put to rest the shame of our fatal 
incompetence? 

(O palms! diamond! - Love, strength! - Higher than any joy 
and glory! - of any manner, everywhere, - Demon, God, 

- Youth of this being; Myself!) 

What accidents of scientific wonder and movements 
of social fraternity will be remembered as compensation 
for Original ‘Indiscretion’?... 



Of course, the Vampire who makes us gentle commands 
that we amuse ourselves with what she leaves us, or otherwise 
we’d be even more ridiculous. 


Furled in our wounds, through the exhausting air and the sea; 
suffering through the bloodthirsty silence of waters and wind; 
in torments 

which laugh in their terrible stormy silence. 


PARADE - 

Strange those hulking men. Several have exploited your worlds. 
Without care, 

and in no hurry to use their brilliant faculties and their knowledge 
of your consciences. 

What ripe men! Eyes stupefied like the summer night, reds and 
blacks, tri-colored, 

steel spiked with stars; their faces deformed, leaden, and pale, set 
aflame, with hoarse shenanigans! 

O Their cruel and flashy strut! 

- A few there are young, - what would they think of Cherubin? - 
endowed with frightening voices and dangerous reserves. 

They have come to take the city a-rear, donned in disgusting 
luxury. 

O the violent Paradise of the angry sneer! No comparison with 
your Fakirs and other theatrical silliness. In costumes improvised 
with nightmarish taste they play the laments, the tragedies 
of brigands and demigods like no history or religion have ever 
made. 

Chinese, Hottentots, gypsies, simpletons, hyenas. Molochs, 
dementias, sinister demons, 

they incorporate common maternal turns with bestial poses 
and cordiality. 



They’ll decipher the news pieces and the romantic songs. Master 

jugglers, they transform places 

and people with the use of their magnetic humor. 

Eyes aflame, the blood sings, bones grow larger, tears and scarlet 
trickles flow. Their mockery 

or their terror endures for a moment, or the entire month on end. 

1 alone posses the key to this savage parade. 


MOVEMENT - 

The winding movement at the bank of the river-falls, 

The gulf at the stem, 

The swiftness of the slope, 

And the enormous whim of the current, 

Lead on by extraordinary lights 
And chemical novelty. 

The travelers surrounded by waterspouts 
In the maelstrom. 

They are the conquerors of the world 
Seeking their personal chemical fortune; 

Sport and comfort travel with them; 

They carry the education 

Of the races, the classes and the animals, on this vessel. 

Restive and spinning 
In diluvian light, 

In terrible evenings of study. 

In the conversing machinery - the blood; the flowers, the fire, 
the jewels - 

And their excited calculations at the deck-edge, 

- One sees, moving as a levee beyond the driving hydraulic road. 
Monstrous, luminous without end, 
the horde of their studies. 



- They are driven into harmonic ecstasy, 

And the heroism of discovery. 

In the most surprising atmospheric accidents, 

A couple of youths stand alone upon the ark, 

- Is it ancient savagery that they excuse? 
And sing and guard. 


FLOWERS - 
On a golden tier, - 

among silken cords, grey gauzes, green velvet and discs 
of crystal which blacken as they bronze in the sun, - 
I see digitalis unfold upon a carpet of silver filigree, 
eyes and hair. 

Golden yellow coins seeded on agate, pillars of mahogany 
supporting a cupola of emeralds, bouquets of white satin 
and sleek-stemmed ruby buds surround the water-rose. 

Like a God with terrific blue eyes and snowy form, 
the sea and the sky lure to the marble terraces a throng of roses 
young and strong. 


BRIDGES - 

Out of skies crystal gray. 

A strange design of bridges, some straight, some rounded out, 
others at slanting angles to the first, and other shapes recurring 
again in other circuits lit by the channel, 

but all so long and light that the shores, loaded with cupolas, 
descend and diminish. 

A few of these bridges are still loaded with hovels. 

Others support masts, signs, frail parapets. Minor chords cross and 
slip away, ropes rise up from the riversides. 



One distinguishes a red jacket, possibly other costumes 
and musical instruments. 

Are these popular tunes, snatches of stately concerts, the remains 
of public anthems? 

The water is grey and blue and broad as an arm of the sea. 

- A white beam of sunlight, falling from the highest sky, 
annihilates this comedy. 


BEAUTEOUS BEING - 

Against the snow a Beauteous Being of highest stature - 

Whistles of death and circles of dim music climb and 
sanctify the body; 

they swell and tremble like a ghost; wounds of scarlet and 
black break out upon its excellent skin. 

Life’s own colors grow dark, dance, and emerge around 
the Vision being constructed. 

Shivers rise and rumble and the manic zest of the effects 
become charged 

with the deadly whistles and raucous music of the world we’ve left 
behind us, hurled at our mother of beauty. 

- She recoils, she rises up! 

Oh! our bones now dressed in a new and amorous body. 

O the ashen face, the shield of flowing hair, and arms of crystal! 
The cannon 1 must destroy across the clash of trees and delicate 
air! 



CITY - 


I’m an ephemeral and not too discontent citizen of a metropolis 
considered modem, because all known taste has been excluded 
in the furnishings and home exteriors and the design of the city 
as well. 

Here you will not distinguish a single monument to superstition. 
Morality and language reduced to their most simple expression, at 
last! 

These millions of people who do not need to know each other 
manage in such a way their education, business and old age, 
that their entire course of life is probably several times shorter 
than what a mad statistics might find for people of the continent. 

From my window, I see new spectra rolling through the thick and 
eternal coal smoke, - our woodland shade, our summer night - 
latter-day Furies gather outside my cottage which is all the 
fatherland I need - as everything here resembles this. - 

Dry-eyed Death, - our diligent daughter and servant, - 
a desperate Love, a pretty Crime crying in the mud of the street. 


FAIRY - 

For Helen, in the virgin shadows and impossible lucidity 
of astral silence, 
ornamental saps conspired. 

The passion of summer was confided to songless birds 

and due indolence 

as a sign of priceless bereavement, 

to the bays of dead loves and of sunken perfumes. 

- The next minute in the tune of the logger-women 
in the rumbling of the torrent under the rubble of wood. 



livestock ringing in the echo of vales, and the cries 
from the steppes. - 


For Helen's childhood, the furs and shadows quivered, - 
as well the heart of the poor, and the legends of the sky. 

And her eyes and her dancing, superior even 
to the precious brilliance, 
to the cold influences, or the unique pleasure 
of the setting and the hour. 


DEVOTIONS - 

To sister Louise Vanaen de Voringhem: her blue habit flapping by 
the North Sea. For the castaways. 

To sister Leonie Aubois d' Ashby: Boo! The buzzing, stinking 
summer grass. For the fever of mothers 
and children. 

To Lulu, - that demon - who preserved a taste for oratories from 
the days of Lovers and for her incomplete education. For men! To 
madame ***. 

To the adolescent that I was. To that saintly old man, hermitage or 
mission. 

To the spirit of the poor. And the highest clergy. 

As well to any cult in any place of memorial worship, 

at any event where it is necessary to succumb to 

the aspirations of the moment or one’s own genuine vices. 

This evening, to Circeto and her high glaciers, fat as fish, and 
painted like ten months of red night - (her amber heart, her spunk), 
- for my humble prayer silent as those evening places preceded by 
braveries more violent than this polar chaos. 



At any cost, in every breath, even in metaphysical journeys, 
that is over. 


But 


PROMONTORY - 

The golden dawn and shivering evening find our brig 
In waters opposite this Villa and its dependencies 
Which form a promontory as extensive as Epirus or the 
Peloponnesus, 

Or the great island of Japan, or Arabia! 

Temples enlightened by the return of theories. 

Prodigious views of modem coastal defenses; 

Dunes illustrated with flaming flowers and bacchanals; 

The grand channels of Carthage 
And the Embankments of sleazy Venice, 

Laconic eruptions of Etnas and the crevasses of flowers and glacial 
waters, 

Washhouses encircled with German poplars; 

The slopes of strange parks rising above Japanese trees, 

The circular facades of the "Royals" and the "Grands" 

Of Scarborough or Brooklyn, and their railways 
Flank, cut-through, and overhang the appointments of this Elotel, 
Chosen from the most elegant and most colossal constructions 
Of Italy, America and Asia, 

Whose windows and terraces are now full of lights, 

Drinks and rich breezes, 

And open to the fancy of the travelers and noblemen - 
Who allow, at daily hours, all the serenades of the illustrious 
coasts, - 

And the same old stories from the famous valleys of art, 

To decorate marvelously the facades of Promontory Palace. 
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BARBARIAN - 


Long after the days and seasons, and the people and countries, 

The banner of flesh bleeding on the silk of seas and Arctic flowers; 
(they do not exist.) 

Rescued from elderly salutes and heroism - which still attack our 

heart and head, - 

Far from the ancient assassins - 

Oh! the banner of flesh bleeding on the silk of seas and Arctic 
flowers; (they do not exist.) 

Decadence! Firestorms, raining with the gusts of hail, - 
Decadence! - Firestorms in the diamond rain thrown by the heart of 
the earth forever charred 

For us. - O world! - (Far from old retreats and the old flames still 
heard, still sensed,) 

Firestorms and foams. Music culled from the abyss and the clash 
of ice and stars. 

O Decadence, O world, O music! And there, forms, sweats, hair 
and eyes, floating. And tears White and boiling, - O Decadence! - 
A feminine voice reaches the depths of the volcanoes and the 
Arctic caves. 

The banner. . . 



DEMOCRACY - 


“The flag flies above the squalid landscape, and our language 
chokes the drum. 

"In the cities we will feed the most cynical prostitution. 

We will massacre all logical revolts. 

"In spicy and humid lands! - in service of the most monstrous 
industrial or military exploitations! 

"Goodbye to here, no importance where! As recruits of fraternity, 
we will possess a savage philosophy; ignorance for science, 
hucksters of comfort; - the rest of the world can go flat! 

This is the true advance. The road ahead! 


TO A REASON - 

A stroke of your finger on the drum releases all its sounds 
and begins a newer harmony. 

A step of yours is the levy of new men and their marching. 

Your head turns away: O the new love! 

Your head turns back: O the new love! 

"Change our lots, cripple these afflictions, starting with time” - 
to you these children sing. "Raise everywhere the substance of our 
fates and our wishes" they beg you. 

Arriving from eternity, they will take you everywhere. 



DEPARTURE - 


Enough seen. The vision is met in every air. 

Enough had. Noises in the cities, at night, and in the sun, 
and always. 

Enough known. The ends of life. 

- O Noises and Visions! 

Depart with affection and noises anew! 



D*MOONLIGHT BOOKS 




"The Poet makes himself a seer by a long , prodigious, and 
rational disorganization of all the senses. All the forms of 
love, of suffering, of madness; he searches himself he 
exhausts all the poisons in him, keeping only their 
quintessences. ” 

With these words Arthur Rimbaud set down his manifesto 
on the future of poetry and virtually invented the artistic 
sentiment of the coming century - all at the tender age of 
sixteen. An iconoclast of the very first order. Rimbaud has 
been the acknowledged inspirations of countless artists 
from the Surrealists to the Beats. Picasso and Dali, Bob 
Dylan. Jim Morrison. Patti Smith and Pete Dougherty. He 
scandalized literary' Paris, astonished Victor Hugo, who 
called him an ‘Infant Shakespeare’, and reinvented poetry' 
and the artistic lifestyle for all who would follow, before 
abandoning it all to live the life of an adventurer and 
trader in the most inhospitable regions of Eastern Africa. 
Rimbaud forever commands a position in the literary 
avant garde, an eternal figure of youthful rebellion and 
unbridled genius. 
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